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care. . . . You will find that he will say that, cut whatever
other class they may, his children will be always ready for
tuition in the use of spade and hoe and dibble.
Every child, in fact, ought to be taught reading and writing
and to lisp Latin as soon as it can lisp anything. . . , But
just as imperatively every child should be given the oppor-
tunity to express itself in Earth. It is, like swimming, a
primitive art, the knowledge of which, once gained, will
never leave you—and never lose for you its fascination.
. . . And no State can be called civilized that, along
with bread and circuses, does not accord to all its subjects
the sacred right to dig . . . and the land in which to
do it.
For myself I find no consolation without that. You shall
see how in Gotham I found peace just by growing mustard
and cress in an allotment made of a cracked soup bowl.
... So that the necessary waterings should not sour the
window-box earth. If I have not got something grow-
ing somewhere I cannot sleep.
§
It is that one must get into one's head. Then it will be
all right.
§
I don't care, then. I am no sort of politician. I believe the
politician must be got rid of before we can go any further.
, . . But you shall see, when we get to Geneva, what I
think of politicians. . . . And later how I suggest that you
should deal with them. For me, I have never tried to
exercise any influence—not temporal nor even spiritual—
on my fellow-men. It has never seemed my job. My job has
been to move round and observe things. Then to "render"
them. Rendering is the reproduction by one art or another
of the impressions made upon one by one's observations.
I have practically never commented . * . beyond saying
from time to time that if swamps, forests, and tracks of
heath become over-populated—and they always become
over-populated—they must in the end send out ravaging
hordes into the countries to the South of them. So it was

